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cheerless and dark, its black corners invisible in the feeble light
of a single small window.
Next came the natives' room — a long table, benches round
the wall, mugs on the table. Here Gibson and I became cafe
waiters each time that a group of Eskimos arrived. Here too the
Eskimos camped round the Post collected daily and sat inter-
minably in silence or in laughter. Our immediate provisions
were stored in this room— rice, bread, sugar, dried vegetables.
At the far side of the room rose a partition built only to within
a couple of feet of the ceiling in order that the warmth from the
stove in the inner room might come over. Incidentally, that
warmth prevented our jams and pickles from freezing and
bursting their glass jars.
In the inner room Gibson and I had our living quarters.
Here we ate, read, chatted, and mused for whole hours to-
gether, each sitting in his own corner while the wind sent the
wireless mast swaying in the air and piled up the snow in great
drifts. Paddy would go over his accounts and dream of a great
day of trading. I would study the Eskimo language, write up
my notes and, so long as the season permitted, light would come
in through two windows placed opposite one another which,
when snow banked the house, lent the effect of great loopholes
in a fortress. At the back a second partition, cut by two
doorways in each of which a curtain hung, separated this
room from the cubicles where we slept, another partition
between us.
Paddy had done wonders with his living-room. It was warm
and intimate and was the frame within which our life was lived.
Here within a hundred miles of the Magnetic Pole there was a
kind of bourgeois cosiness that was unbelievable. I used to
say to myself that there were no bourgeois places, there
were only domesticated souls* One could be an adventurer
in New York, and one could also be an old maid in the polar
regions.
I had only to raise my eyes to be justified in this reflection.
The razor-strop hung by,the looking-glass, the broom stood

